The Random Jottings of Donald Jay from Nelson in Pendle. 


The Devil, with his eyes ablaze like fiery coals, mounted his ebony steed and galloped forth into 
the moonlit night. His intent was clear as the starry sky above—his insatiable hunger for souls to 
steal and torment. Over the rugged hills of Pendle, where magic and mystery danced in harmony, 
he sought to entice the unsuspecting with promises of power and wealth. 

Whispers echoed through the ancient trees as the Devil's presence tainted the air. The people of 
Pendle, known for their mystical ways, sensed his arrival and trembled with fear. They 
understood the treacherous game he played, preying on the desperate and lost souls who dared 
to wander astray. 

Amidst the darkness, a young woman named Isabella stood upon the hillside. She possessed a 
spark of purity and an unyielding spirit that remained untouched by the Devil's seductive charms. 
Her hazel eyes, filled with determination and a longing for justice, gazed fearlessly at the 
approaching figure. 

Unfazed by the Devil's malevolent aura, Isabella spoke words laced with ancient incantations, 
invoking the protection of the elements and the spirits that resided within Pendle. A gentle 
breeze swept across the hill, carrying with it the whispers of the ancestors who had long guarded 
these lands. 

The Devil's face contorted into a mixture of frustration and intrigue as Isabella's magic hindered 
his progress. He dismounted his steed, a creature twisted by the darkness of his soul, and 
advanced towards her with a wicked grin. But Isabella stood her ground, her heart filled with an 
unwavering resolve to protect her people. 

As the Devil drew nearer, Isabella raised her hands, a luminous light emanating from her 
fingertips. The energy pulsated with an otherworldly brilliance, casting a radiant shield around 
her. The Devil recoiled, his menacing presence unable to breach the barrier of light. 

The battle of wills raged on, each moment a testament to the strength of the human spirit against 
the forces of darkness. Isabella weaved spells of protection, her words intertwining with the 
ancient powers that coursed through her veins. The Devil, desperate to claim his prize, 
unleashed his temptations in a torrent of promises and illusions. 

But Isabella remained steadfast, her heart unwavering in its resolve. She resisted the allure of the 
Devil's lies and deceit, understanding the true cost of succumbing to his dark embrace. With 
each breath, she drew upon the essence of Pendle itself, channeling the magic that ran deep 
within its veins. 

The Devil, sensing his impending defeat, grew frustrated. He bellowed with rage, his voice 
carrying across the hills, as he was forced to retreat. The light surrounding Isabella intensified, 
casting out the darkness and leaving only an echo of his malevolence. 

As the first rays of dawn broke over the horizon, Isabella stood alone on Pendle Hill, her heart 
triumphant and her spirit undaunted. The people of Pendle, grateful for her bravery, emerged 
from their homes, their faces filled with hope and gratitude. 

From that day forward, Isabella became a symbol of courage and resilience, a beacon of light 
amidst the shadows. The Devil, though defeated, would forever remember the hills of Pendle 
and the young woman who had dared to stand against him. 

And so, the mystical tale of Pendle Hill echoed through the ages, a testament to the power of 
love, bravery, and the indomitable spirit of those who dared to face the darkness head-on. 

By Donald Jay 


The Random Jottings of Donald Jay from Nelson in Pendle. 
THE PREACH REVERENT BOB 


I know a local preacher he lived down our street 
And when he was not preaching 

He was wondering the streets 

With his Beterware Catalogue 
Knocking on your doors 

Do you need a new brush Mrs. 

Or some toilet cleaning stuff or what ? 
Now Preacher Bob's moved down south 
He's still a preacher man 

But at night out he goes ? 

When you get a knock on your door 
He's stood there with your take-a-way 
Of sweet and sour pork 

You pay preacher Bob and of he goes 
After a blessing for his tip 

Father, Son and Holy Ghost 

There goes Preacher Reverent Bob 
Have Preacher will travel 

Is The Reverent Bob's motto. 

And now he’s retired up north. 


By Donald Jay. 


